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| FOR THE RESTORATION OF THE 
I | TELEGRAPH AVENUE MURAL 
| by Julia Vinograd 


I Open my head and restore my memories in all 
| their glory, as you restored this mural 
| bring all the colors back. 
Mario Savio is dead, Mario Savio can never die, 
| there he is clutching a microphone on the cop car 
with the pillars of Sproul Hall 
falling down around him | 

and TVs landing like flying saucers. _ 
| Until you fixed the mural I was sorry he was dead. 


L Take your crew of ladders and paint-spattered _ 
| overalls into my head. I haven’t forgotten. 
| But I want the impatient blazing hope _ 
that clenched my throat tight as a fist 
_or a green bud. 
I don’t want to just hope for the best. 


I’m marching for peace down the white line 
‘in the middle of the road, singing, 
dividing the world on either side 
and the world ends in front of me 
_with the waiting riot squad, 
| and the sun trumpets above me 
brighter than I’ve ever seen it since. 
| Lean: your ladders against the ay 
p and restore the sun. oe 
) | My back’s in the mural, 
I’ve turned to watch what’s happening 
and what's happening now? 
People’s Park, and here we are and 
| the sign says “everybody get a blister” 
| and I’ve got a blister on my heart. 
| [didn’t niotiog the mural faded; 
_| Lmust’ye faded. 
_| [held that photo of James Rector’ Ss death 
| in my hands, these hands, _ 
| restore my hands. 


The Poet and the Artist.. Berkeley street poet Julia Vinograd, left, talks to artist Lydia Gans photo 
Osha Neumann about the renowned People’s Park Mural he is restoring to its full rebellious glory. 


ASHEN QUESTIONS 
by Claire J. Baker 


What happened to ashes of the 682 
homeless who died on San Francisco 
streets in 5 years since the Presidio 
shut down, left all that vacant housing? 


Are these ashes laid to restlessness 
in a garbage dump at some god- 


forsaken stretch of tainted land? | Gospel protest songs wild enough 


| to take heaven by storm, 

| let alone earth. . 

| A grating continued as jail bars; twisted apart. 
| The mural painted us to freedom _ 

| dancing in the upper right hand corner. — 


Abandoned to a breezy wave 
from a secretive night boat 
under the Golden Gate Bridge? 


Shelved for 2 years 


in a cobwebbed warehouse — Will you give me a hand 

a library book no one checks out? . . oa 
to the upper right hand corner? 

Patron Saint Francis, Will you take my. hand? 


And will you paint our hands together? 


remains of the homeless remain 
unreconciled, while on the City Hall 
dome gold-leaf gleams. 


Protesters at the Presidio carry crosses bearing the names of hun- 
dreds of homeless people who died on the streets of San Francisco. 


Newz Work Remember Orwell staring from the train 
by Peter Marin __ or the thumbstains on his bread. 

Out of the small Draw the curtains in dust, 

sleep on need’s narrow bed. 


cellars of despair where sorrow 
begins in blows, look! Tomorrow? in the mine, on your knees, 


these others appear you will break your name in stone. 


hands extended the palms O yes. O yes. Give, give. 
turned up as if a field For the tin cup under the sax 


for birds or rain: give, give. stands by your cot in 

| Yes. Give for the lost the blue shelter readied in heaven. 
child on the platform after See: there you are, pushing a cart. 
the last train. Give Or you are sleeping on that bench. 


for the door shut forever. Or, skirt raised, hopping foot to foot, 
Give for the gray ache in the soul you repeat the lullabies they sang you. 
knowing the world is Yes. Give. Give. Give. Give. 

a mirror and this, your face, For Blake, at his desk, 

under the blackening coal, _. can hear the infants’ cries. 


shone with light a moment before birth. And Jesus, even now, puts on his disguise. 
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by Julia Vinograd 


I remember trading a poetry book for a 
potted plant from a street vendor and 
bringing it to the park 

only to be told it was a house plant, 

it wouldn’t grow outside, 

didn’t I know anything? 

No, I didn’t. 

I think it was a poinsettia. 

I put it down and pretended it wasn’t mine. 
Planting surged around me like waves. 
Bare backs heaving small trees into big holes 
to shouted orders and many hands 
grabbing at once. Spades and picks, 
flying earth and shaken petals. 

I didn’t know anything 

but I didn’t go away. 

Then tear gas and time. Wings of war. 
The cyclone fence, storms in the street 
and James Rector dead. 

Each spring the flowers are as young 
as they were that morning 

when I didn’t know anything 

but I didn’t go away. 


Food Not Bombs serves a much-appreciated meal in People’s Park on a sunny day. Lydia Gans photo 


AGAINST BUILDING HOUSING 


ON PEOPLE’S PARK 
by Julia Vinograd 


There isn’t room. 

There’s already 3 or 4 roommates 
knocking elbows inside each tulip _ 
and arguing over whose turn it is 
togoforbeer, 

One of them dropped acid 

which is why the flowers are so bright. 
Some of them are probably dead by now, 
it doesn’t matter. 

The park is full. 


There are exhausted families 
under wet blankets imitating litter. 


An oyster grows a pearl around a grain of sand, 
the park grows a child around a drop of blood. 
A girl’s stringing a necklace of 

bushy yellow dandelions 

and making a mock face at the white sour sap. 
Someone’s on stage 

having an argument with the microphone. 

I haven't seen a boy chase his skateboard up a tree 
yet. 

Drumbeats from our old circle around the fire 
beat under the earth, 

keeping the worms warm. 

Grassblades and knives, 

the park is a living cuckoo clock 

and we're carved into it. 

As long as it stays a park 

anyone is welcome to the time of day 

as we beat our ridiculous wings 

and triumphantly call 

“Cuckoo! Cuckoo!” 


| 


Lydia Gans photo 


Richard List, Berkeley prankster and plop artist, offers a timeless image of People’s Park, evoking memories 
of the Park-as a haven for free speech and creative nonconformity, and a site hallowed by the martyrdom of 
James Rector. As Julia Vinograd’s poem suggests, there is not room for student housing at the Park, but 
there has always been room for free speech, free food, and free spirits — whether winged or two-legged. 


Scabs 


by Michael Creedon 


Hemophilia runs in the Holy Family 
But here on the street everybody 

Scabs over; a good thing, too. 
Unfortunate street-dwellers bump 

Into things: telephone poles, the police, 
Each other. Something’s got to 

Stanch the blood, get it to coagulate. 


Right Spirit 
by Michael Creedon 


There is a natural limit to things— 
| You can only do so much in a day 
But you can push it. 


| I ride the busses, talk to the people 
On the streets, people I know selling 
Street Spirits and trying to make a buck 


clairvoyance in the AT ASHBY BART 


What is that fortunate chemical? | F j Z 
. | or a place to sleep at night or time o cholera 3 by Carolyn S. Scarr 
age : so Someth 
This morning I slept in, in my | Something to eat. Randy Fineland heey pla h h 
Clean pajamas. No scabs, just the usual Me, I’m a little more fortunate, but by Reugy Einglan , oF 4 ne we the beach 
Scars. I’m up at noon, coffee, fhen head There’s not much money to give away underneath the sky sanipipet ceuuy (ces 
Downtown to the bank, to pay my PG&E, Or buy things, I ride on good cheer where nothing hides bate 
My rent. I’m a lucky man. I'll return worm from robin below a short coat. 


A lot and hope it’s taken in the right 
Spirit. 


mouse from hawk 
plankton from whale 


To my lunch. No open sores. 


She scurries across the station 
Not even a band-aid. 


a There’s only so much I can do in a day— aC : turns back 
Hemophilia runs in the Holy Family. Read, ride, write, meditate, eat, breathe, sleep. where It’s plain piles 
In the Medieval paintings their skins The right spirit is the key; I strive to as the holes sha ine oe jagged ae 
Are pale and translucent; you can see Keep it, hope to share it, do declare it, in your face, dry skin, hair poking out i 
The landscapes through them. Here Offer it freely and receive it there’s too much beneath a black knitted cap 
On the street at street corners vendors Just the same. In between and during, of everything Nike logo on the forehead. 
Sell coagulants where they used to sell I continue to breathe a bit too at the top : Hesi mil 
? i i ; ; too little of all Pace old . 
Crack. It’s the coming commodity. Fast. Sometimes you could even say , 
: eee tthe button reveals yellow teeth 
Street people scab over-fast. It saves I pant. They say right spirit brings a edged in brown 
Their lives. They’re always Deeper breathing. In that case, the bridges that é . 
Running into something. The homeless I’m only there sometimes. So link the two She asks — 
Can’t afford to bleed. Sue me. are fewer & fewer Do you have a cigarette? 


ee 
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The Poets Paint it Black 


Poetry as resistance. As 
rebellion. As resurrection. 


Editorial by Terry Messman 


This is the second all-poetry issue of Street Spirit, a heartfelt 
lyrical outpouring from the writers who have created such an 
abundance of vivid poetry that I am reminded of Bob Dylan’s 
outburst in the song, “From A Buick 6”: 

“I need a steam shovel mama to keep away the dead; 
I need a dump truck baby to unload my head.” 

Poet Claire J. Baker drives Dylan’s dump truck right into our 
placid living rooms and unloads her head by dumping at our feet 
the ashes of 682 homeless people who have died on the streets 
of San Francisco these past five years. After reading the first 
two stanzas of her poem, J desperately wanted a steam shovel to 
keep away the dead. She haunts us with an “ashen question” 
that must be answered by someone, somewhere, somehow: 

“Are these ashes laid to restlessness 
in a garbage dump at some god- 
forsaken stretch of tainted land? © 

Who can answer such a question, or even stand to ponder it? 
But a poet knows where to turn, and can summon a presence 
whose piercing gaze had seen the same unjust suffering cen- 
turies before. In Baker’s final stanza, St. Francis walks unan- 
nounced into our midst to survey the moral landscape of the city 
named in his honor. A haunting presence, he sees the connec- 


tion between the callous pursuit of wealth by our rulers and the 


burdens placed on the backs of the very poor: 
“Patron Saint Francis, 
remains of the homeless remain 
unreconciled, while on the City Hall 
dome gold-leaf gleams.” 

As Dylan Thomas counseled, “Do not go gentle into that 
good night” of death and loss. Rather, rage and resist and rebel 
against the dying of the light — against hunger and homeless- 
ness and 682 people dying in an affluent city. Ask all the impo- 
lite questions that are hushed up in polite society and its estab- 
lishment media, as Baker does in her poem. Where are the bod- 
ies? Where are the ashes? Where the hell is any justice in the 
entire city? And maybe it’s too Old Testament of me, but where 
is the court of retribution for the bastards in postitions of power 
who let this happen? 


THE POETS DRESSED IN BLACK 


In this issue, our writers spill out an avalanche of images that 
can awaken us to a deeper awareness of those who suffer and 
grieve and hope and love all around us on the streets. I have 


somehow begun picturing these writers, though they are wildly - 


dissimilar in style, as the “Poets In Black.” Not because their 


poems focus only on somber topics or lack color; on the contrary, 


their verse overflows with light and fire and life and love, with 


intense passions and colorful portrayals of friends and saints and_. 


losers. Their vision looks not only at sorrow in our midst, but at 
sunlight and springtime and serene seas and sweet inspiration. 

But ever since I heard the song “Man In Black” performed at 
the recent tribute concert to Johnny Cash, I can’t shake the idea 
that these poets have cloaked themselves in the same color, for 
the same reasons. All through these fine spring days, Cash’s 
words constantly keep ringing out in my mind: : 

“I wear the black for the poor and the beaten down 
Living on the hopeless, hungry side of town 

I wear it for the prisoner who’s long paid for his crime 
But is there because he’s a victim of the times.” 

Just listen to the simple-sounding song sung at the tribute to 
this ailing, frail-looking singer —- looking mighty mortal these 
days, but still somehow rugged and untamed — and see if it 
doesn’t blow the top of your heart off. See if it doesn’t stick in 
your soul with an urgent appeal that will not be silenced. 

I know, I know. Pretty hokey. The Man in Black, indeed. 
When Cash came out with that song, I couldn’t listen to it at all 


' — a self-conscious cowboy pose, drawing attention to himself 


with a Marlboro Man fashion statment that seemed as pointless 
as the sorry spectacle of pretentious, vampire-looking, avant- 
garde wannabes dressed in hipster black. But if I once closed 
my ears to that song, now it’s playing all the time, a requiem for 
all the ones neglected half to death in a cold and heartless time. 
“I wear it for the sick and lonely old 
For the reckless ones whose bad trips left them cold 
I wear the black in mourning for the lives that could have been 
Each week we lose a hundred fine young men” 

Cash’s song is a heartening blast against war and inhumanity 
and the neglect of the old and the poor, but it speaks with poetic 
reserve and understatement, not with rhetoric. And don’t jump 
to quick conclusions here: Cash is not talking about wearing 
black in passive mourning at some cruel, unchangeable fate. He 
sings of wearing black as a permanent form of identification 
with all who are oppressed — as a visible, constant reminder of 
injustice, and as a call for social change. : 

The Man in Black is a follower of the Jesus who was an agi- 


_ tator for love and justice. In the final verse, he emerges as a kind 


of country-born Mahayana Buddhist, describing with poetic 


economy how one can be in solidarity with the “insulted and 
injured,” while calling for a social-change movement: 

“But’ til we start to make a move to make a few things right 

You’ll never see me wear a suit of white. 

Oh, I'd love to wear a rainbow every day 

And tell the world that everything’s okay 

But I'll try to carry off a little darkness on my back. 

‘Til things are brighter, I’m the man in black.” 

That’s a pure dose of straight-up Mahayana Buddhism, com- 
passionately identifying with the suffering of all sentient beings, 
even to the extent of refusing to enter some individual Nirvana 
while a single soul is still downtrodden. What I love about the 
song’s ending is the image of “carrying off a little darkness on 
my back” by identifying and standing in solidarity with those 
left out of our nation’s fast-accelerating feast of greed. 

Carrying off a little darkness on one’s back is a beautiful 
metaphor for what poetry or protest movements or simple acts 
of human compassion can do. “Got to kick at the darkness till it 
bleeds daylight,” as songwriter Bruce Cockburn evocatively put 
it. This is precisely what poets can do ina bad time. 

Without resorting to political harangues, poets can cast light 
on the humanity we share in common with the voiceless victims 
of our time: a basic kinship that leads, not to mere sorrow or pity, 


but to a recognition of the great- worth and. yalue. of those who «= 
shave beén’exiled to the: streets and prisons; and air active commit- 
ment that we shall overcome because, in truth, we are one. ai 


Just like the man in black, our poets could compose Iyfies hat 
radiate rainbow colors, but often choose instead to write poems 
that carry off some of the world’s darkness on their backs. The 
poetry of Peter Marin does that: it bears some of that burden of 
sorrow for others, and serves as a permanent vigil for the under- 
dog, a reminder of their humanity, a daily jolt to the conscience. 

Marin’s epic poem cycle, “Margins,” has been appearing in 
Street Spirit for the past six months. This month, he takes us on 
a cross-country homeless march from Santa Barbara to 
Washington, D.C. Marin describes how the marchers. witnessed 
homeless men arrested for sleeping on riverbanks, women 
arrested for pushing shopping carts, and parents struck down by 
the loss of their children. In Marin’s unforgettable phrase, such 
daily tragedies formed “a geography of loss” in the nation. 

“The grieved faces melt into one/ the cities combine skies 

become a single huge roof/ above a chamber of sorrows 
stretching from sea to shining sea.” 

I love those poets who make us aware of injustice and tragedy, 
but then refuse to be resigned to it. The spirit can find creative 
ways to fight back imaginatively against inhumanity even if it 
means launching a quixotic attack on what the poet and priest 
Daniel Berrigan once called Sheriff Death. A lyrical, table-turn- 
ing attack on the heartless economic structures that rule our land. - 

Poetry as resistance. As rebellion. As resurrection. 

Poets are dressed in black when they sit down to write lines 
of compassion that awaken us to the plight of the lonely, sick 
and old. In “Monopoly,” Will Walker takes us inside an inten- 
sive-care unit where a small child is hooked up to an IV, with 
only a board game to help him momentarily escape the confines 
of the hospital. Walker wishes to give the child “a few unen- 
cumbered hours,” and thereby gives us an eye-opening revela- 
tion that offering someone the mercy of companionship, howev- 
er momentary, is a saving grace, an act of deliverance. 

In his poem “Buster,” Oakland poet Micheal Creedon invites 
us into the circle of friendship with a street alcoholic we would 
all too often spurn, and offers us a touching glimpse into his 
humanity, but also his mortality. All things are ephemeral and 
fade like the grass, as we have been warned by everyone from 
the Buddha to Ecclesiastes to the Bhagavad Gita. To be human 
is to realize how fleeting life is and yet still be passionately 
committed to treasuring it and preserving it. 

Creedon sees clear evidence of his friend’s shortened life- 
span right before his eyes: “I’ll miss him when he’s gone/ And 
he’Il probably be gone/ Soon.” For a moment, in the midst of a 
light conversation on a “bright, cheerful day” on 41st and 
Broadway in Oakland, the poet is suddenly all dressed in black. 


| Buster 


by Michael Creedon 


Here he is again 
Dressed in a sporty black leather jacket 


| And black leather baseball cap 


Reeking of cheap sweet wine 


| Here to sparkle up my day 


While I wait for the 51 bus 

On the corner of 41st and Broadway 
Here on a nice cheerful day 

In hell 

With all the cars going by 

And me feeling naked as a jay bird 
For no particular reason 

He’s learned not to ask me for money 
So I just lean back and relax 

In the sunshine of his drunken love. 


We have a standard routine 

Of jokes we run through 

Like the one about me 

Eating like a king for the first half 

of the month and then subsisting on 

rice and noodles for the second half 

when the money runs out 

Actually things are a little better 

these days y 


| But I don’t tell him that 


I’m good for a touch once in a while 
But I don’t want anybody 
getting in the habit 
They’ll think I’m a Shah on Hepeway. 


Here comes my bus 

See you later man 

I stand up 

We shake hands 

Like it’s a formal occasion 

He’s weaving a little bit 

Quite a lot actually 

Out here in the noonday sun where 
We’re practicing manners and decorum 
Me on my way to another AA meeting 
And he on his way to another bottle 
Buster. 


o My-éld. friend 


We’re not really friends at ae 
And he’s a Iot younger than I am 


I’ll miss him when he’s gone 
And he’ll probably be gone 
Soon 
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A Woman’s Work is to Overcome 


Your Heres Are HOMELESS 


by Linda Lemaster 


Talking “effort” as if you’d ever 
Broken an honest sweat. 
You have noticed, you tell me, 
That we are natural allies, 
That we should work together, 
That our struggle is the same, 
Against oppression, tyranny, 
Greed and exploitation. 


Then you look at your watch 
And run off, to not miss 
The quarterbacks’ transaction 
The bankers’ hours or some 


You do not come at dinnertime, 
When the kindling’s all gone. 
I do not have to apologize 
For there are no crackers, 
No cheese, 
And no drink with the beans. 


You do not join us 
In the three-bus odyssey 
When my youngest needs a doctor; 
Nor do you commiserate 
Because that doctor no longer cares 
For children on state scrip; 
Nor soothe us, after whole days spent 
In dirty, uncaring clinics 
Compounding illnesses and infections, 
And the walking, arms full of fevered child, 
Miles home. 


Yes, you brought a bag of fruit one Christmas 
Fresh fruit, for grateful families 
And quickly it was gone — 

Like you, as you turned your eyes away 
Afraid to see my shoe soles. 


And I feel such a long, long way 
| From the symphony of your was 
self-congratulating correctness _ een 
| In my red-tagged closet of sages Gis oi 
In my fourth-hand clothing ° DB 
At the Courthouse 
For “Camping Out,” 
As if I choose to 
In this agony of perception ~ 
of CHILDREN 
Struggling to read words 
With tummies growling, 
Hearts dragging, and young 
minds becoming tainted or stilled 
By our Nation’s great hypocrisies 
_Our People’s unquenchable greed 


| In this New World Order you contribute daily 
To the games — Threaten my family 
Your silence these years 
Costs our unborn and early babies. 
Your acquiescence fates the house 
My grandfather built by hand 
Into a precariously speculative 
So-called Housing Market 
Its value perverted 
Its heirs homeless. 


Club for Politically Correct Companions. 


‘3 At you go be a-soldier. 3 “3 


Don’t send me your locket 


I won t love you anymore 


by Shirley Grant 


Don’t send me any roses 

And say that you’re going away 
Don’t send me any lilies 

And say that you’re leaving today 


I can hear the War drums calling 
Calling at your door 


& 


a 


Twon’t love you anymore 


a Me Se 
“You ‘Say that the Wi 


wars of men: 
Are Death and Glory evermore 
If you go be a soldier 

I won't love you anymore — 


To bind me to your side 
Don’t tell me that you love me 
And make me a dead man’s bride 


If you must stand, stand for peace now 
Put down all the blood and gore 
If you go be a soldier 
I won’t love you anymore 


I ain’t gonna spend my life crying 
Ain’t gonna spend my nights alone 

Ain’t gonna raise my babe for dying 
I want my man here at home 


So if it’s roses that you must send me 
While you go be a hero brave 

Don’t come back home in a pine box 
So I can put roses on your grave 


De-Classed 


by Alene Smith 


| I’ve been an activist 
twenty-years-plus, but 
I don’t make a living — 
Can’t earn a living 
in the real sense of the word 
whatever ‘real’ really is... 
I’m progressive in my social awareness 
with regard to political concerns, but... 
I don’t fit the status quo — because 
I can’t economically survive on my own. 
I refuse to be dehumanized! 
I refuse to play the games 
in this high-techy-world-gone-mad! 
I can’t cope performing phony roles, to be 
looked upon with patronizing-matronizing, 
kiss-my-ass condescension! 
Oh, I’m just too eccentric, too ‘un-lady’ like 
but — I can sing, laugh, joke, dance, love, 


rejoice, hug, listen, nurture, cry 

with empathy... 

I can’t keep, find, work in the mainstream 
because, because, because numerous causes, 
effects thereof, therefor, therein, 

I’m a threat to certain realities... 

A college-degree? mostly meaningless 

on the job market as 

it has been for 30 years now as 

many of us keep falling through the cracks as 
the middle-class fades away year by year as 
the black market expanding, the welfare-masses 
merge into one enormous subculture 

within a society which does not 

guarantee pursuit of happiness 

through health care, food, housing, jobs 

for everyone! In this nation — 

“Under God” — “with liberty & justice” 

for some... sweet land of bigotry... 


‘HOME 


by Linda Lemaster 


Home 
weary ache, for a mother 

when all the dishes stack up dirty 
and the gulp of milk — bad 

and everybody’s flu tissues flutter 
the floor like vacant snowballs 


Home 

a wondrous web, a filament, 

repository of missing buttons and unpayable bills |. 

of forgotten honeymoons and remembered knees, 

if only where the skates met cement, 
first remembered tears for one’s own blood 

there was innocence in Home, when running 

~| and flying seemed the same joy and freedom, 

_ | rolling rolling. aa : 

_| then there was cement ~~ 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


PORTRAIT 
by Claire J. Baker 
No longer young, she encounters 
the wild sea of homelessness 
with what arm power and heel kick remain. 
Tossed upon an alien shore, she 
| finds a cave, tries to recoup 
her will and waning strength. 


Uncomplaining, she carves driftwood sculptures, — 
finds fantasy pearls not yet 
washed free of seaweed and sand. 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


You do not join us 
In the three-bus odyssey 
When my youngest needs a doctor; 
Nor do you commiserate 
Because that doctor no longer cares 
For children on state scrip... 


Myrtie, Trucker Mama 
by Lynda Cobden 


Trucker mama rock and roll for 18 years driving the big rig 
down the highway saying I’ll do it my way. A tattoo bracelet is’ 
etched on her left wrist. Her new diamond and emerald 
wedding ring specially designed by her husband of two weeks 
reflects off the light of the chandeliers in the jewelry store. 

Let it shine! Let it shine! 


On the road she saw a male trucker wearing very little. He 
| pulled up to her cab to be sure to be noticed. CB mama said 
listen here to her good buddies and soon the intimidator was 
surrounded by her good buddies and he was wearing a brand 
new set of clothes. Keep on trucking Myrtle. 


She said, ““These aren’t regular women’s hands.” 

I said, ““Those are hands to be proud of in an alternative 
career where you can make a man-sized wage for a 
man-sized taste in cars and homes.” 

Keep on trucking Myrtle. Truck on for all 

your sisters who make seventy three cents to every 
man’s dollar. Go Myrtle! Go Myrtle! 
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LOWDOWN 


by Michael Creedon 


The moon is coming up on Broadway, 
| And Broadway is a long street; I’ve got 
| A long way to walk tonight. I’ve about 
| Given up on asking folks for change 
To catch the bus; I’m just lowdown 
‘To.them. See 6 + 


\ 


; 
Y 


‘The funny thingisIusedtoride 

| These streets in a cab or a bus and 

| Never give it a thought. I was a man. 
Now I try not to take nothing from nobody, 
| Although the minute tips over and I do. 
Because, you know why? I can’t stand it. 


-L really don’t know how it happened. If 
Someone wanted me to stay, now, I'd say 
Yes. In those days I could make them 
Show me. If someone would just 
Ask me, I'd say Yes. God Id say Yes. 


If someone would just say yes. I don’t 
Want so much. I’m not after your blood. 
Women don’t have to fear me. No one 
Has to fear me. Do you know how you 
Have to brainwash yourself to ask for 
Spare change? It’s not easy. 


I’m on Broadway and Seventeenth, and I 
Have to get to Broadway and MacArthur Park 
At 38th or whatever it is to sleep. I’m wearing 
Someone else’s sport shoes, they’re pretty 
Good for walking. 


Human doing 


| And I'm angry, I’m mad.I once had 
A wife and a car, or I never did,.and all 
Those other bullshit accoutrements or 
However you say it. I’m sick of it, and me, 
And you, and this, and all of this, and 
All of this this this. I wish you could all 
Go to hell. No, that’s not it. It’s me 

In hell, and I just want company, 
That’s all. But nobody belongs here. 
Hell, speaking of which, I'd just 

Take a hamburger. Yeah, a nice 

Big juicy one, with plenty of fries. 

But not a McDonald’s humburger. 

But don’t get me wrong. I’m not 
| Choosy. 


What I want 


Smirk and grin 


Onspiration 
by Nancy Muldoon 


Inspiration means having 
Nothing left to lose - 
Inspiration is not being 
Popular and not giving a shit 
It is being unconventional 
Regardless of what society says 
Inspiration is being a 

Human being instead of a 


Inspiration is getting an 
Eviction notice and getting a 
| B-in class anyway 
Inspiration is failing a math 


Class and not sweating it 


Inspiration is remembering 
That all I came out here with 
Was ambition, $100.00 bucks 
and a 2 year old 

Inspiration is about doing 


Not what “they” want 


Inspiration is being on welfare 
And putting my kid through 
Private school anyway 


Inspiration is being able to 
Even on the shittiest of days 


That is what inspiration is and 
Always will be - 


Khe 


You go to work and you go there knowing 
Some guy don’t know where he’s going; 
Some guy wanders in the rain 

Hungry in stomach and in brain. 


You work all day, you work all week; 
Take it rebellious or take it meek; 

But take it you do and your laboring brain 
Never forgets the guy in the rain. 


The guy in the rain can hypnotize 

With sick, humiliated eyes, 

And every hour, awake, asleep, 

He herds your thoughts like timid sheep. 


- The hours are long. The pay is small. 


The guy in the rain has nothing at all. 


Stand up, demand, protest, complain? 


You too might wander in the rain. : 


The man in the rain is gaunt and lean; 

He begs with apologetic mien. 

He was clubbed to his knees ‘til he learned to crawl 
And his moaning makes cowards of us all. 


As long as he crawls, we’ll crawl the same; 
As long as he’s humble, we’ll share his shame. 
There will be no peace for body or brain 

As long as that man is out in the rain. 


Turn out more work! Keep up the pace! 

Or the man in the rain might take your place. 
The price of your pride, if you’re indiscreet, 
May be lonely months in the city street. 
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MOLOCH 


by Michael Creedon 


I think it’s all bullshit, 

All this propaganda that they 
Spread. It takes a lot of faith 
Just to ignore it, and 

‘To thine own self be true,’ 


You have a self or are a self. 


news; in April, February’s. 


‘It gets polluted with the pulp. 


But the information is corrupt. 


Heart, and that’s about all 
you’ve got. Use your head, but 
Don’t lose your head, or you’ll 
Get carried away 

And they don’t lay you out 

In St. John’s Church; no 
Baby; it’s the garbage disposal 
For the likes of you. So be real 


And don’t depend too much 
Or defend too much 

Or you’ll be out of a job 
And Moloch will eat you. 


Man In The Rain 


by Mike Quin 


Especially when you don’t know 


In March they give you April’s 
That’s just fine. Very helpful. — 
Thank you. Pl be on my way now. 
You can’t depend on the pulpit; 
You can’t depend on your sponsor 
}°T For he is flawed and human too. 


They call it The Information Age 


You’ve got the tick-tock in your 


Careful who you ask for money 


Those blood-shot eyes, that hungry look, 
Haunt you like the ghost in a book. 
Everything cowardly rises to meet 

The gaze of the hungry man in the street. 


He begs for dimes with furtive shame, 
As if he were himself to blame. 

We give, or not, then flee his face; 

For we might some day take his place. 


The shackles and the whip are gone 
But still the slaves are driven on. 
The fear of poverty and disgrace 

Is lashing us on at a sharper pace. 


The fear of shame, of want, of pain; 
The fear of the lonely man in the rain, 
Is making slaves in a cowardly block 
Of men of good rebellious stock. 


One hundred million men and their wives 
Living cheated, hamstrung lives. 

When, God Almighty, will they run 

From the shadow of fear and into the sun ? 


When will they learn that peace and ease 
Cannot be reached on hands and knees? 
No man on earth will ever find 

Peace while poverty haunts his mind. 


No man can crawl to Paradise 
Down avenues of hungry eyes. 
There will be no peace for body and brain 
As long as that man is out in the rain. 


AT EMBARCADERO PIER 
by Claire J. Baker 

We sit, relaxing, 

see three men fishing — 
Huckleberry Finns 

hoping to feed themselves 


and recapture a semblance 

of carefree boyhood 

beforesiscs: nee ee ee 
No fish hitessu t0 as802o siegni3 
Hook, line and sinker 

dangle in clouded water 

like lost wishes. 


Humanity Doesn't Matter? 


by Bob Blossom 


Is it that 

in our educational system 

(and society) 
There are those who major in selfishness 
And those who flunk into helplessness? 


Just asking 


What are we learning 
if we don’t learn 
we’re human 
and live on earth? 


It’s not an assumption 
as we’re assuming 
but an achievement 


Of soul 


| But that’s an old-fashioned word isn’t it? 
considering how well we’re doing as bodies 


Which we? . 


There are those who count their gains 
And those who count their pains 


Is that it? 

Humanity doesn’t matter 

Is that the latest chatter 
around our version of 
no pain 
no gain? 

If we don’t keep their suffering 
out of sight 

How are we going to pretend 
everything’s all right? 


Out of sight pain 
for others 


Is that what we call gain? 
Just asking 
Just asking 
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A lonc Maron To THE 
far GoOunTRY 
Or Tue Sout 


But we too no less than the monks 
felt in ourselves something holy. 
We too heard in the beat of our 
hearts struggling uphill 

the sound of the world: . 

boom. boom. boom. 


THE Ww ALKERS In the street people stopped us 


; tears in their eyes 
by Peter Marin» pressing change in our hands 
or lifting in the air V’d fingers 
or fists to spur us on. 


This poem follows the journey of a 
small group of homeless men and 
women as they marched across Men joined us crazed by war 
America. Beginning in Santa lovers star-crossed 

Barbara, the marchers traversed children sent packing 

the entire country, coast to coast. parents abandoned 

: the poor made homeless when 
police tore down their tents 

or stamped their fires out. 

We saw men arrested for 
thivtecd of us sleeping on riverbanks 

Aon Safita Barbara women for wheeling a 

King’s birthday shopping cart down the street. 
By the light of our fires we 
heard men speak of lost children 


No one 

when we set out 

not even we believed 
we’d make it — 


clouds low on the horizon 
the rainy season beginning : : 
trucks on the highway or the pain of exile 

step by step down the road. with no hope of return. 
3000 miles one coast to the other In sleep they cried out to us 
10 months across 2 dozen states °° do those shipwrecked 


driven wild by thirst 
I still remember the feel who see on the horizon 
of the sun on my face imagined rescuers. 


the hot nights in the midwest 
where we bathed at dusk in 
farm-ponds. I remember the 
bridge over the Mississippi 

the storms in Ohio 

the leaves underfoot in the east. 
I remember the wide turnpikes 


In huge shelters in great cities 
we saw 1000 paupers in unison 
turning on cots 

like Jie One spit Eve Fowler photo 
snow falling outside. 


I can recite A LONG MARCH IN SEARCH OF HOME 


narrow roads culled from our travels Homeless people set out from Santa Barbara, California, and walked across the entire-country on a walk 
how the air thru which we passed * litany of horrors for justice that joined the Housing Now protest in Washington, D.C., in 1989. Pictured in back with the 
scoured us until we glowed. a geography of loss. march sign is author Peter Marin, who joined the walk at various places on the long journey. 


i remember how ae we climbed oe grieved faces melt into one 
+ New Mexicn tuwardthe the cities combine skies 


Jaina ee techie acindle Huse nook Xm the street people stopped us 


the light of the sun came thru. _2P0veachamber of sorrows §=§_ Gqaguue~gs Soe Cheir eyes 
the clouds lighting stretching from sea to shining sea. 


first one part then another Ask me now why we did it and pressing change im. our hands 
of the plain we crossed I have no answer. It was notfor Gpyx® hifting im the air WW’ a fingers 


rising at its furthest edge housing tho’ we spoke of it. 


to jagged peaks. Nor was it for charity or fists to spur us om. et 

At the top ofahigh pass _ tho’ we received it. ; | 

rain soaked us Nor was it even for justice — Buddhist monks But we too no less than like a man crossing a stream 

hail bounced at our feet at least not for ourselves. walk for peace the monks felt in ourselves stone to stone without stumbling. 

solitude enveloped us We began that is all and in stately order something holy. But who will believe it 

muting the sounds of the world. before we began solemnly We too heard in the beat of seeing me familiar on the street 

A clarity of light surrounded us we were nothing. ___ beating drums: our hearts struggling uphill my palm out 

as if we had come suddenly close It was only a dream boom. boom. boom. the sound of the world: a bottle in my hand? 

to something other than a thing we said idly we’d do. They walked as if in boom. boom. boom. I am on fire with the truth 

ourselves. And then we were there pee Now ini my thoughts I dance behind the mask of my face 

Later at night aiuipgaemecmenias uineg 7 OU taie terete as the wind devils did in Texas "4 Yet 

our bickering began again — eu ourselves to measure poet ae. Iride the high clouds rose ee | 

the drunken arguments Lets po tain dwhé! asloncerode freight; | _—-- 1 cannot tell my tale. | 

bver mane: ona ese I believe now we crossed and when later I heard and I step amon ta i ae 

a long stars 

etch roads to taker not only the country ~ they had walked ~« ee ee 

But what did it matter? but a far region inside where _across the whole nation” , = 
We slept knowing we had the soulhasitshome. = 4 ee iiee a 2 Nowi in my thoughts I dance . : ee ee 
fora moment _ _ The tall mountains wide plains *“" ee 
“entered another world— Were Parts of ourselves On our walk a's as the wind devils didi in Texas 

the one we dreamt as children mind eel gua eatin ars we had no drums : : 4 

| saat he there: . blanketing silences of the land. _ we shambled signs on our backs I ride the high clouds * ass 

Along the way Desire ieee shopping cart pushea ane’ ~—s aS Lonce rode freights = | 

we picked up cans sold blood _till on the streets. ar eaten ee ee ae | | 

ate so much surplus cheese ertonten | Nec ec ee and I step among stars 

we could not shitfar dave: no more sober than before. orsadintheeyesof : | : 

By night we saw flares of gas 4 And yet —I tell you am _ drivers who whizzed by like a man crossing a stream 

not the same. our brown shabby junk-laden 


by a ett a cies enlist SO once oad) ii New York bus lumbering behind us. stone to stone without stumbling 
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by Peter Marin 


“Where there is sorrow there is 
holy ground” 

however we look, shaggy hair 
shaved heads, the smell 
coming off us 


we say, the stories tumbling 
from our mouths half true 
half false 

deep water released by a dam 
too much pressure by far. 
Wherever we’ve been, 


at the heart of all exile 
where mute and alone 
men relinquish every grace 


of their own broken forms. 

Or whenever we come, 

never at the best of times, 

peering over a private embrace, 
watching the delicate téte-a-téte, 
noses pressed to the glass 

as the last family member 

enters the holiday room - 

and the circle is complete — there 
we are. You think to control it, . 
doling out money in bits, 

writing checks, making speeches, 
all that a God who does 

not exist can expect. But there _ 

is always more: the midnight __. 
call, the dawn emergency, © — 
the dog in jail, the teeth broken, .. 
the cops in the jungle making = 
illegal arrests. Death 

is everywhere, and sickness, 

and the mute cries at night -. 
from the corners of town 

where you sleep safe in your beds 
dreaming of a virtue as leaky 

as a bucket with a hole in it" 

or the heart that sets its own limits. 


so strong you almost faint. Whatever 


prison cells, asylums, the chambers — 


and pray for mercy from the shadows 
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AT THE HEART OF ALL EXILE 


May the heavens be an ear 
for their stories untold; © 

in times past and to come 
grant them justice and bread. 


DETROIT 
by Peter Marin 


May they blaze, golden 

in Jerusalem’s light, 
burning as if the hair 

on God’s beckoning arm 
had burst into wheat 

in whole fields aflame, 

as if time was theirs, 

as if the great fires 

of love repressed 

swept across thought, 

as if eyes were hands, 

as if need were touch, 

as if loss were gain, 

as if hope were have, 

as if from the loins 

of dream came truth — 
theirs the brute pain, 
theirs the bright sin, 
theirs the bent sign 

of love twisted and saved, 
theirs the land taken, 
theirs the.soul given, 
theirs the coming and gone, 
the woods yellow and green, 
the fields open and full 
on the first and final 
days of the rest of _ 
their lives driven . 

from exile into Eden. 
Bless them now, Father, 
in-their loneliness; 
forgive them, Mother, 
‘in their sorrow. *- 
Set their sad tables, 
make their last beds, 
open the shut gates. 

that all may come in. 
May the heavens be an ear 
for their stories untold; 
in times past and to come 


SEEK MY-SUIRC 
New York (3) 
by Peter Marin 


grant them justice and bread. 


Here We Flew, Free 
New York (2) 
by Peter Marin 


Here is the humped man, 

bent on bowed jester-legs, 

eyes belly-level, dick-high, 

gaze at the shut gates of women, 
lost Paradise of straight-men — 
God-like, blue-eyed, blonde. 

See the balloon-breath 

thick in winter’s cold air, 

this message aswim on cold seas, 
these fish-dreams around his head 
green-gold in their littleness: 

oh, for the delicate air, 

for the aristocrats, light-footed, 
for the Irish country seat 

and the hounds let loose 

and the stallions over fences 

lost inside their own skulls. 

For we have come far, far, 
limping along, in the emptiness 
where no darlings are. 

We have come to another country 
where the roads never cross | 


Blind men sing from the trees. 

- Barren women croon lullabies. 
Children fall down in fits 

or crawl on all fours, unforgiven. 
There is no going or coming, 


only men rolled like balls 
down the long alleys of 

regret aimed at remembering: 
here we flew, free, in the sky, 
here we ran, creatures of light, 
here we stood, youthful in love, 
shining in a star made of limbs. 


* Sauk we td <S 
FSTinss FN soo 


From what old dream - 
does this apparition rise, mountainous 
moon in a too-big coat, bags 
in each hand and the smell 
following her like a shadow? 
For there is no hope here 
on this immigrant run 
across a border into a safe country. 
She might be headed for the Gulag 
or herded into a freight car 
or a toy trundling on wind-up legs 
along the level of the table 
until between teacups she falls off. . 
There is no end, then, to this progress, 
not between hand-hold and plunge 
where the rope breaks and 
only this ball of a woman 
bounces in stages down the mountain. 
Nowhere to cleave to, and the old 
ties broken the way a package 
is opened at Christmas and 
out come the photos of other times 
retinted to make them seem real. 
How many times you beenraped? _. 
Too many to count. Who did it? Too many 
to name. What are your sorrows? ; 
Too many, my dear, to recall. ise 
I been too long in the open wind. 
I forget the name of this road. 
Once I was happy, now I’m forlorn. 
And she too skipped to the loo : 
down.a long street of stores oe 
in a town they’ve turned into a mall. — 
O myname is Susanna ~ oe 
and I come from Savannah ace 
and I seek iny surcease from silence and sea... 
| There were lambs on my sheets : 
and an old book where roosters crowed — 
I never forget to remember. 
And on white afternoons they took me by 
my washed hand. And I slept with small bears. 
And in a blue dream I was beautiful 
dressed in silk and high-heels for my journey. 


and the round hills look like backs. 
Here, no one has two hands, no one sees 
clear, no man falls without stumbling. 


no health or disease, not even dying — 


“O my name is Susanna 
and I come from Savannah 
and I seek my surcease 
from silence and sea...” 


A Pair of Wings 
New York (4) 
by Peter Marin” 


Here is the man with coats, 
arms stiff, make of them 
stretched wide a 

sail, a pair of wings, 

a mad bird from a never-past 
dancing on stalk legs : 
the mating dance of _ 
castrati, of sewn-cleft brides, 
of all those torn, deprived, 
grounded, crippled, fashioned 
out of spit, clay and dreams 
who would, but will not, fly. 


THE HATTER MAD 


New York (5) 
by Peter Marin 


And here is the man with hats, 
the stack so high it’s 

‘a tower of Babel, a dozen 

| piled one on the other, a ladder 
hung on the wind climbing - 

a torrent higher ‘and 

higher until, without falling, 
the hats rise like birds 

into a wild gibberish of sky. 
And he balances, below, 
one-footed, arms out, 
bedlam-grin on his face 

while here too birds alight, . 
upside-down.on his shoulders « 
as he walks a wire invisible, his 
words coming. out.with.a rush:. 


*<\ Gooh, make my bed soon, make it 


EASE prsunoar Boles 


soon, for I fain would lie doooown... 
Ws thestreetdoesit, = 
grim in the grainy 

Monday of midwinter afternoon 


-|-with the smells of the diner 


thick in Hudson Street air. 

It’s the belch of subways 
coming up where the men 
without arms or legs 

beg with paper cups for quarters. 
It’s the stench on the corner 
where the cardboard sheets 
float on the piss-stains 

and carry sleepers into grief. 
It’s the blue busses of the dead 
caught forever in traffic 

and the flames rising 

invisible in the pedestrian dusk. 
It’s the hovels in the park 
where black men lie down 
stoned in a nightmare 
sleeplessness of too much time. 
We have gone back, gone back, 
to the gray Hogarth evenings, 
the Goya grief-mornings, 

the doctor in ink bent over forms 
| no woman hatched, the storms 
of minds left untethered 

blown from the line: 

torn shirts, ripped skirt, 

'| the frenzy of need unspoken 
of the lost ones, lost ones — 

‘| see how Christ speaks to'me, 
alone with the angels of freedom! - 


: Yes. Above it the stack of hats 


dances in place, balanced ~ 
above the head held high 
of the hatter mad with love. 
It’s a form of speech,’ 


‘| don’t you see? 


It’s an anthem, a flag, a way © 
| of spelling out a name. . oe 
It’s smoke by day, fire by night, 
something to follow, inspired. 


-| It’s to make you laugh, 


weeping in the barbed finalities, 
the smell of flesh on every wind. 
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Ain't GonnA Stupy War No More 


“Study for Goyescas” 1956, Watercolor, Collection MJ. Stewart 
In Ben Shahn’s painting, “Study for Goyescas,” a cruelly victorious military offi- 
cer holds a cat’s cradle of barbed wire above the scattered corpses of his victims. 
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| by Freedom (a.k.a. Saorse) 


| When the earth sings its death song 
| and life weeps its final tears 

| a people will rise who do not belong 
| to the land of hate and fear 

| Rise on children of the rainbow 

| from the ashes to the light 
| let us stand together now 
] as warriors in the night 

| Though the battle round us rages 

| Hear the rally of the drums 

| All the wisdom of the ages is 

| Calling all the children come > 

| Calling, come to your self 

| Oh sacred hero 

| Come to the tribe of sacred lore 

| Come to the glory of the sacred fear 
} Oh... come to love, the sacred war 


i Come To The Drum 


| Out of the past destruction’s dust 

' Comes a warrior’s spirit from the fight 

| Art is his weapon beauty his armor 
Becoming a rainbow all colors unite 

| Ruthless his passion, yet gentle his hand 

| Cunning his strategy and patience his stance 

| Compassionate power is the rule of the land 
While truth is the point of the warriors’ lance 

| So awaken the secrets, awaken the sages, 
Awaken the visions, awaken the day 
In you rises the wisdom of ages 

| The warrior’s creed will secure the way 

| The land is our church, the water baptizes 
We dance with the fire and play in its heat 

| On the wings of the wind our spirit rises 

| Calling all come to Worship with the Beat 


Streetwise — Santa Cruz 
A Showcase of the Incredible Musicians 
Who Grace the Streets of Santa Cruz 
Sunday, June 13, 1 to 7 p.m. 
Laurel Street Park, Santa Cruz 


(behind Louden Nelson Center) 


On Sunday, June 13, Santa Cruz will host its first annu- 
al showcase of the wonderful musicians who regularly 
play in the downtown area. Santa Cruz is blessed with.an 
exceptionally talented group of performers, and they will” 
present their music in a six-hour Concert, along with éarth- 
loving ceremonies, some community drumming, a theater 
performance, and more! Great food will also be served! 

After the Loma Prieta Earthquake in 1989 severely 


| Worship With The Beat | | damaged downtown Santa Cruz, there was an effort to stop 

: EEE _ ———S wee | veeeean edi an But Fert P 

| Look to the day when the new ones will rise and This giant rainbow puppet symbolizes hope | eaten age Bea oe ae ‘ a 

| split darkness asunder with the gleam in their eyes for the future, and is part of a performance i z : Beret oe 

; “ : ously and successfully preserved street performance in 

| Then all will know that the earth and the sun - by Wise Fool Puppet Intervention. fi digan akin heehee cad lorful 

| Are the body and soul of the One Holy One é et rite rea daca wre ana «inde aa a 

| Millions will rise from the ash of despair Become one : Be ames tavouneinaay : 

| and mount up like eagles and soar through the air Be one ete OG Pageey eeu iene y Most of the day wal be filled, win sealed aera. 
| To mark the doomed an Pony dec Oe sig aceon bo _ + | ers, but an open mike time will also be set aside for others 


who might want to offer a song. This is a free outdoor 


| and steal the children from the clutches of greed Come And Be One event sponsored by Housing Options (HO), an advocacy 


| We will come from the mountains of freedom’s land 


Calli is eee actana Come Into The Circle group that seeks alternative and creative legal shelter . 
i me Ae alee ene nn a on d Come Into The Heat | | options for those living outside of houses. Baskets will be 
a ee from t i p a er 0 : oe 1) on Come And Pray The Rainbow Way | | passed throughout the day to collect donations to help sup- 
} Rel ee re eae Gave oun And Worship With The Beat | | port the performers, many of whom earn their living 
| This is the call for all free ones to come : 
ie db ith the One Holy O Come Into The Circl UE R Eee art | 
ve evs pe ea ae a ai tat ° Deane For information, or to volunteer, please call Sherri es 
Give up the lonely, be one with the only Come Into The Drum Conable at (831) 459-7259 
Be one wholly one with the One Holy One. Burn A Hole Straight To Your Soul : : 
So... Come and be one Singing All The Children Come Byes te poets jarred an disinges, Krecdom and 


John F. Scotti, will perform at this street festival. 


by John F. Scotti 
Springtime life is new 
Summertime everything grew © 


But fall means death 
And winter everything rests 


Spring sings for life, fall death 

The harvest has come for us all 

And it’s time to give thanks for what we are 
Before the long wait, when everything is still 


Spring sings for life has come 
Resurrection has begun 

A new life for everyone 

For the seasons have shown the way 
That nature and god are one 
Mysteries of the mighty one 
Seasons of the son 

The light and life in us all 
Seasons of the son 

The light and life in us all, 
the light and life in us all” 


This poem/song is the first song of a rock opera 
by John F. Scotti (a.k.a. Harmoni Jones) 


Righi, “TWO iNDIAN TRAVELERS” 
by James Romero, tempera, 1996 

James Romero is a Tewa Pueblo Indian. 
From the book, Where There Is No Name 
for Art —The Art of Tewa Pueblo Children. 
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by Michael Creedon 


I was walking across a desert 
But it-was a public park, full 
Of trees ‘and bushes, covered 
By a plump green lawn, and 

I saw this other guy over 
Across the ways from me, and 
I realized he worked there. 
The man had a job. Not 

Only that, it looked like 

A plush job. And 

He got paid real money, 

And he probably had a place 
To sleep at night, NO!, a home. 
I looked at him with the eyes 
Of the New Testament, and 

I saw that he was somehow 
Born again in those big tall 
Rubber boots he wore, they 
Weren’t YELLOW, they were 
BLACK, with his big blue 
‘Coveralls; red. and dDiack st oiiiS 
‘Checked shirt just like one of. 
God’s almighty lumberjacks, 
And he had a real good hard face, 
And a haircut, trimmed 
Moustache, and no hat. But 
His face was a bit red. That’s 
What I remember. That, and 
What I’ never forget, ‘cuz 

I used to KNOW that guy, and he 
Had a NEW LEASE ON LIFE! 


The Mystery of Death 
by Michael Creedon 
What if life 
Were a murder mystery 
And ali my friends 
Started disappearing 
One by one? It 
Wouldn’t take very long 
And I'd be all alone. 
Pm 
Close enough 
Now. 
Too close, really. 
And what if I 
Started disappearing 
A little bit at a time? 
We can’t control everything, 
You know; really ~~ 
There’s just a little 
Bit for that, and something ° 
Can always sneak up behind you. 
Mother Nature’s 
Seldom quiet, and not always: 
A plethora of babies, | 
Leaving us gasping at the 
Mystery of birth. Don’t ever forget 
The mystery of death. ae 
It’s there too 
And death 
Must be ~ 
Invited 
To the 
Party. 


' Shit, maybe not; you never know. 


See ae 


Art by Victor Arnautoff 


He looked exactly the same but 
He musta gone to church or 
Something ‘cuz he was doing 
Gover’ment Work, some kind a 
State Work, and he had it made. 
Knowin’ where he came from 
Kinda made me like him. 

I wondered how it happened. 


Later that afternoon I got 

Arrested for sleeping in public 

So I got to sleep in jail. ’m 

Just about at the place where it’s 
Fifty a one and half a hundred 

Of another. I’m not too big on Santa 
Rita though, actually. The food 
Ain’t shit. What I’m getting ready 
To do is get myself in a resident alcohol 
Program. I’d do it right away if I 
Could stand the taste of alcohol. 

It wouldn’t be really fair anyways; 
Those places ain’t got room for 
The guys dying of alcohol let’ alone | 
Guys like me. So What’s thé déal? 
And I leok up at the sky right now 
And shit, it’s night again already. 
Gonna freeze my ass again. But 


Maybe there’s something left over on 
That ball of luck that guy in the park 
Today caught. Sure wouldn’t hurt 
To find out. I got nothing to lose. 
Baby, I got nothing to lose. 


Mary Daugherty 
by Janice King 

News of her death hit me 
like a punch in the stomach 
I felt guilty 

for not having tears of perfume 
Her last smile 

reminded me of Franklin Roosevelt 
her mild eyes said 

she was at peace 


— He’s Still a Joy 
_ by Janice King 


Jack No longer living 


_ Where the tab would be. $60 
More than several years too early 
Jack living in Memory Lane 


The followers Old Radical guys: 


Very young 


Jack still a joy Love grows 


And the other tenants are 


What I like about it: 


When the workers go home 


Falling Asleep on the Subway Forever 


Falling asleep on the subway forever 
Hunched against the thin comfortable BART upholstery 


All the writing joys of poor. people wiped out 
That were in his: consciousness slammed shut 

.. And I can’t see _. visit him.except in his words 

.Run him down and. finally have that dinner 


Poems stories books and paintings . 


Young women and men and Jack’s aging peers = 
Poetry chicks in black leotards, little dancers * 
Jack on tape 


Thomas Was Born 
by Rhett Stuart 


Joey and Lindsay and Thomas and Gloria and Daniel and Eddie and Mel 

Maimed in the inner city namelessness. 

The nameless have stronger faces. 

Bob and Carol and Ted and Alice no longer track downtown in the eighties 
where some survive. 

They never knew them — 

Never knew Joey has AIDS. 


Medical people won’t administer him the new drug to slow it down until he’s dying. 


His mother hates him. “You’re a better person than your mother.” 

“We’re all going to die. What’s important is how we spend our time here.” 
Lindsay has no feeling she exists. 

I know why. 

She was always told she didn’t 


While she masterfully and magnificently paints about it: about the nightmare. 
| Thomas was born with brain damage. 


Copes an hour with me — 


| For the main part with some cheer to cheer. between the RevCeUrELs despair. 


Gloria? Lured out of town and raped and 
More I cannot stand to write. 


| Daniel is English and brilliant and young actor of some repute already and 


Already going blind, his theater’s afraid of being sued: 
Ireland and the IRA rebellion. A visit to the right place at the wrong time. 
Eddie arrives just out of jail with nothing to live for — 
ules providence thinks to provide him teeth 

to teeth his jazz sax again. I hope he made it. 
Mel’s a sweetly strong man of his soul. 
Runs a Vietnam Vet group; prepares them protection for when 

his demons get here, 
Land the shores out from his screaming night sleep. Mel 
Smiles strongly sweet when he awakens to soften the plight of 

people while they like him. 
You’d like Mel. I like them each. All except Lindsay. 
She made me angry yesterday. Counsel the suicidal now and again and 
Am not ready for ones when they’re ready to kill themselves. 
Sometimes can help a little or even a little more. 
Am comfortable with them. They teach me. 
The Tenderloin. 
Not all is inept down here. 
Bob and his brood uptown had not told me ticle 
But the Tenderloin is named inaptly. 
It’s harsh and hard and not tender — and nameless. 


The boulevard cannibal is a madman 
that burns from beginning to end asa 
candle, ignoring the angel of Balaam, 
and the Buzzard of Love 

slouches on his shoulder 

like a semicolon, as his passions glide 
‘beneath the surface as effortlessly 

as a dolphin that surfs the tides and 
leaps over the wakes 

of passing ships, 

temporarily free from the confines of 
mere mortal : 
existence. 


You can’t attack me now; 


I’ve fixed good chili to-eat 
For my dinner. Feel free 


To drop in. They’re 


Tearing my building down 


Long gone, but that’s 


It’s quiet at night 


INVOCATION TO THE 


COCKROACH GOD 


by Julia Vinograd 

O ancient immortal cockroach god 
who swaggered untouched 

from the white blaze of Hiroshima, 


And the roaches come out 


To play. Oh, I can hear 


Them slithering around, 
But it doesn’t bother me 
Much. | 


defend your people. 

At the back of back alleys 

and the close of closing in rooms 

we’ve spilled beer and blood to you . 
and there’s never enough of either. 
The tidy torture is upon us, . 

be with us now, you who are born 
miraculously i in penthouses and slums, 
you from whom there is no escape. | 

We are as hated as you, make us as strong. | 
‘A cop should’be no more to. us than the > 


the people for 3 days while you dance, . 
-| Teach us your dances so jails:will fall down 


We invoke the cockroach god, 

the immortal enemy of everyone 

| the untouchable that touches everything, 
the laughter scurrying among the ruins 
like us. Like us. 


in the world 


May 1999 


sneered and shrugged at such higher depths 
of progress and then bummed a jaunty cigarette, 


expensive man who sprays you and scares off 


_and merchants will stop trying to pull us from_ 
their stoops like crabgrass growing in cement. 


’ a 


i | 


tenes, 


May 1999 
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Monepeoly 
by Will Walker 


In the playroom 

on the children’s ward, 

he sits with the board 
arranged and ready to play, 


properties in order, 

money in the bank, 

Chance and Community Chest 
placed properly. 


He sits with his stand 

of multi-colored I'V tubes, 
maybe only three, 

and a monitor, 

bright plastic blue, 

a few gauges 

and some needles 

holding steady. 


He sits with the board 
and waits, waits, waits. 
Wishing I could give him the 
gift of an unencumbered hour, 
the chance to pick some grass 
| and make it squeal 
a loud, obnoxious honk 
the chance to wander 
to the fridge 
and absentmindedly 
pour a glass of milk 
instead I pull up a little chair 
and ask to roll the dice. 
He sits with his stand 


of multi-colored IV tubes, 
maybe only three, 

and a monitor, 

bright plastic blue, 

a few gauges 

and some needles 

holding steady. 


Peoples Park sO Years Strong 


by Nancy Delaney 


And we weave a basket for you made of dreams and memories 
We weave the future — not hopes but truths we weave 


Alexander’s sword recants the cutting of the knot 
What could that matter to us? 


We are people not conquerors 
We want to know how to live together again 


...before in tribes we knew... 


Again we want to live in tribes not the conquerors nor the victors 
| but people with calm consideration thinking of nature’s future generations 


So many people come to the park today to celebrate: 
those who have worked here in recent years 
those who began and those who come now for the first time 


Lately in the park’s annex the frogs resound 

I look through the bars now that close us out and see how.nature has again won 
making her ponds and rushes while behind me sounds environmental poetry 
and the history of UC destroying people’s homes: 


and there are photograph walls on the grass and a petting zoo 
where mohawk haired studded dog collared children stroke their 
hands along the backs of baby goats and chickens and a big black 
and white rabbit who hops about inside the see-through pen 


A geodesic dome, some housing for the homeless 
a cross between an igloo and a hogan offers compassion 
while politicians want only to know how to conquer the ladder 


_| vegetables and flowers children making pictures on paper 

| resting on a log in a room made of living trees while they wrinkle 
their painted noses and cheeks trying to get the line just right 
teens careen up ramps on curved wheeled boards __ 

| and cavort above our heads with the agility of acrobats 
students acapella sing Asian and White and thethairs fill up 
everybody astounded listening amazed so professional and fresh 
Osha Neumann so happy he is flapping his wings in front of his mural restored 
and we all love even more his gentle unending belief in the possibilities of the people 


Mrs. T. Bill Banks of Ladies Against Women teases us about being seduced by 
advertisers whose motivations are power and money for their own accounts 


and the mural needs a permanent seal 
where will we find that money 


e and i the ‘Ohlone dancers came wearing traditional hides and shells 


Patrick : Orozco spoke to the people 


MEET TIMOTHY ON THE 


MERRY-GO-ROUND OF LIFE 
by Lynda Cobden 


His memory slipped 

He no longer had instant 
short-term memory recall 
Some laughed and scorned 
Timothy, a man already having 
a difficult time out on the streets 
In the circle of life what will occur 
to those who laugh and scorn 
Could today’s misdeeds 

make them forlorn later 
Without empathy how will 
they ever expect to have 
sympathy for whatever 

events could happen to them 
The merry-go-round of life 

is never static 


a 
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How This Thought 


Grows Real 
by Will Walker 


The body dies 
Your body my body this body 
just a thought, 
abstract as quadratics 
For years and years 
the body shows us how 
this thought grows real 
We come to know a vehicle 
we must forgive and then 
forgive again 
It stumbles, loses several steps, 
forgets whole seasons 
grows unwanted hair, 
rebels against the slim-hipped 
swaggering of youth 
The only gift we’re left 
is the animated self 
that starts in disbelief and 
speaks with new-found faith: 
“J am not this body.” 


(( LANYINYS 


Portraits of a Child, Senior 
Women, and Helping Hands 


by 
Christa Occhiogrosso 


Claire’s videos of former park struggles and gardenings 
recycle in a tent with gentle wise David Bird at the door 
next to Food Not Bombs cooking and serving on site 


the only thing not needed oddly enough is the police because 
everybody is happy and enjoying each other and the police are disappointed ~ 


they will have to wait til most everybody clears out 
til they can once again feed on the vulnerability of those who can’t go home 


political tables proclaim San Bruno butterflies and Ohlone burial sites, protest 
UC poisoning of nearby hills and creeks with radiation, and recruit the brave to 
photograph cop viciousness on our city’s streets 

And the music jumps 


Jalopy cooks with Ryan Green down to earth street wise philosopher poet where 
the rhythms dance catching you pushing back the atmosphere to where everybody | 
breathes our bodies remembering how we respect our selves and each other 


Funky Nixons remind us how stupid we are to have let a government 
destroy the world and sweet Sweetfoot finesses the drums and croons 
No woman no cry 


the place is cookin 


’ Nameless and Faceless fill up the street with people of all ages 


and colors waiting on every beat and every word out their mouths 
and everywhere you look faces are happy and peaceful and with each 
other as it should be 

and Berdahl wants to put a dorm on here or is it Mayor Dean? 

next night we see “Let a Thousand Parks Bloom” and “Berkeley in the Sixties” and 
lots of students come curious and a good number of the originals and we know it 
will take all summer to celebrate this amazing feat of human faith that is passed . 
from hand to hand and time to time with always the admonition: beware. of UC. 
the park is only what you make of it 
that means every one of you 


so long lastingly at home on the land of Peoples Park 


they danced traditional dances and sang traditional songs 


the people watching were so respectful 

they knew, many of them for the first time, that a new time is coming where we 

begin to make right all the terrible things that have happened since the goldrush 

150 years ago and Peoples Park is a good place to do it 

This poem is about the Peoples Park 30th Anniversary Celebration. The Ohlone people ~ 
were the inhabitants of the San Francisco Bay Area before the invasion of Europeans. 
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f/imerica at the Crossroads: 
Diversity or Intolerance? 


PORTRAIT OF A STREET LADY 
by Julia Vinograd 
Rouge on her cheeks like an infected wound. 


| Lipstick slammed on her mouth like a shut door. 


Dark glasses because her eyes are as wrong 

as She thinks they are, 

but she keeps taking the glasses off 

like a child peeling the edges of a Band-Aid 

to see what’s happening underneath. 

She’s so crazy anything she does seems unnatural: 
she’s not tying a scarf around her hair 

she’s making mystic passes to summon demons 
who say “Not tonight dear, we have a headache.” 
They probably do. It’s her head. 

She’s drawing something she hates in her book, 
making faces at it and keeping one hand free 

in case it threatens to get out. 

She’s not screaming. Her clothes are clean. 
She’s wrapped in a shiny yellow raincoat because 
it might rain outside. It’s already raining inside; 
drowned and swollen bodies snarl in her hair. 
She pulls the scarf tighter. 

She digs thru her bag with short vicious strokes 
as if the sides of her hands were axe blades 

and comes up with a glass jar of pink face cream. 
By that alone I recognize her. 

She was always crazy 


| but I knew her when she was beautiful. 


She never used make-up 

but she carried the face cream like a teddybear. 
I remember her dancing 

in the cold winter rain, 

long legs gleaming. 


Diversity = Us 


soeke 


Pablo Picasso had a difficult time with reading 
and mathematics. He did not see numbers as 
concepts. He saw them as forms. He saw the 
number seven as an upside down nose. 


Einstein did not speak until he was four. — 
Einstein invented the theory of relativity and 
thus proved intelligence is relative and 
reflected in so many unique ways. 


We are not factory models rolling off an 
assembly line. There are treasures all around us 
if we allow ourselves to see the gleaming gold 

of each unique personality. 


The doors to the treasures of each person are not 
always opened the same way. Be aware there is 
diversity among us. Patience will open the 

door, revealing more and more. 


TEENAGE CAMEOS 
by Julia Vinograd 


| Pinkwhite cameos with straggle wet hair 


dark streaking soft necks and shoulders 

like cracks in an antique necklace 

as old as they are young, 

as priceless as they are broke. 

Burglar alarms on the jewelry store 

to keep the cameos inside, lying on white satin. 
Laws on the street to keep the teenagers away, 


| no lying on the sidewalk. 
| Teenagers with profiles nobody can eal 


Teenagers with half a face 

squashed under a silly hat or canceled 

by big beetle mirror shades. 

Beauty’s a joke to them: 

purple rhinestone lunchbox purses, 

purple bubblegum skateboards and 

leather jackets painted with hungover monsters. 
Teenage streamlined bodies in shapeless grunge 


| down to the knees. Flapping in the wind. 


Old cameos hide in the jewelry store 

behind iron bars, glass, money and time. 

Teenage cameos play hide and seek without a future. 
Warm quick breathing just around the corner. 
Peekaboo. 
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Portrait of a Destitute Man 
by Eric Robertson 


It is the suckle of a tired breast 

the baby fat with milk and I 

starved for movement 

know the texture of this tablecloth 

like the thick skin of my fingers 
forgetting the feel of earth. 

Toss a nickel on this table, 

listen to the tent snap, 

the crumble of dirt beneath my feet. 

My bowl is empty and 

Oh, Oklahoma my back is sticky 

with this sweat of no movement. 

Come on night! 

Throw down your gold. 

Give me something to light this candle by 
so I can praise the stars proper. 


THE MAN WHO 
WASHES HIS HANDS 


by Will Walker 


The man who washes his hands 
runs a coffee store, 

a pleasant shop: 

lots of cherry-colored wood 
and bins of well-oiled beans 
glistening behind glass. 

He greets me with a smile 
and says hello, asks 

after my wife (always the one 
who makes an impression 
on the street), 

and grinds my coffee right. 
Just as I come 

to like him and his shop, 

he leans in to say 

as a customer exits 

to the busy street, 

“I wash my hands maybe 

a hundred times a day... 

he was not straight.” 

Still I like him, I confess, 
though he will never 

wash the stains of ignorance 
from his manicured hands. 


by Daniel Canning 


Cockcrow dawn 
breaks my dying-sleep 
to tell me 

yellow and blue 

will dominate 


till 
dancing lights 
retake the sky 


and the yellow mirror 
spells me back again. 


Lydia Gans photo 


Street youth on Telegraph Avenue in Berkeley have been sub- 
jected to a smear campaign over the past year. In a deliberate 
campaign of intolerance, homeless youth have been vilified 
by merchants and city officials and driven away by police. 


May 1999 


Dorothea Lange’s haunting photograph of a lone man ina 


homeless camp by the side of the road in Nipomo, California. 
photo courtesy of the Bancroft Library, University of California at Berkeley/Richard Ogar 


“He will never wash the stains of ignorance from his manicured hands.” 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


the lure of the invisible hand 
had long age hecome 

the believed faise god of 
these whe owned this land 


THE BICYCLES 
by Teddy Bakersfield 


decked out in their uniforms 
the bicyclists rode by me 

like dressed up clowns 
parading for themselves to see 


‘“‘we live in nice neighborhoods,” 
they said, “with young professionals . 
and some carpenters 

and people like that 

but, you know, all of them 

are skilled craftsmen” 


the thousand dollar hiewelose 
said not a word 

yet listened carefully 
feeling proud 


the “skilled craftsmen” may be 
cause for concern 

they mused 

but young professionals 
assured them of life 


assured them in their knowledge 
the uniforms 

which rode their backs 

would always support them 


would always pay homage to their kind 


for the lure of the invisible hand 
had long ago become 
the believed false god 
of those who owned this land 
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PRURITIC INCLINATIONS 


by Robert Stevens 


When I succumb to the adrenal sensation of speed 
and loud music pounding at my temples 

and eyeballs, and I stare out the blurring 
windows onto the white-yellow landscape 
formed from billions of lurid city lights, 

and I feel alone because only one 

of those dingy lights is mine among the 
multitude of hungry souls, I distrust 

my lovers, 

I don’t trust myself, 

I don’t trust my friends, 

oh yeah, and I suspect my President; 

but the cats still leisurely arch their backs 
beneath my purr-inducing caresses, 

the grass doesn’t slash me with angry blades, 

I can walk down 10th Street or Beacon Street, 
and the hundreds of clinically insane 

gaze, bleary but harmlessly at me, and 

most of the cars still stop when I cross at 

the green light on Sunday, and the current 

of the ocean still flows constant — slowly 

in, then back out again, — 

yet I despise my government, 

I loathe political corruption, 

I hate the stinging razors of greed — 

oh yeah, and I don’t trust The President; 

but on any Mariachi Cumbia weekend 

I can cruise like a dolphin through 

the waves of San Pedro’s Mexicans, Blacks, 
food-stampers, and Poor White Trash, and feel 
reasonably impervious to the molestations 

of the hollow-eyed Anglo-Saxon 

worshipers of Moloch; 

I shun the Christless love of holiday Christians, 
I gnash my teeth at the pseudo-intellectuals, 
those condensed-bookers who dribble 

four lines of Poe and call themselves poets, and 
I scream because my paranoia is finally justified 


and well-founded — 

-oh yeah, and I am a little ashamed because 
_ The President of The United States smokes dope, : 

dodges the draft, fucks around behind ~~ — 


his wife’ s back, and then lies to us Americans 


right in our miserable faces; 


but Dr. Trazidone is very sympathetic, 

and prescribes for me white pills, and yellow 

pills, and magnificent chartreuse pills to stop 
the dull voices murmuring among themselves 


inside my Red Line Station-skull, 
and I have recovery, 


and I have 12-Step Program, 

and I have willingness for group therapy, 
and I have psychological evaluation | 

and lenguaje profano at the welfare office 
at 8:24 a.m., and I receive 

$95.00 a month for the 

deafening tinnitis, and eardrums ruined 

by the bone-grinding roar of war machines, 


_ land mines, and the T.V. shriek of “Blood 


for oil! Blood for oil!” on ESPN, 

and Stormin’ Norman, and The Wimp, simpering 
about The New World Order, and my Kinder, 
Gentler Nation; meanwhile, there’s a man 

having seizures on the bathroom floor of 


_ the G.R. office, and nobody knows 


what to do to save him, and I see that 

it’s 8:39, and I won’t even 

defecate amid this confusion and filth, 

and I panic to return to my own ghetto, 
among my own tribe, 

and familiar religions, 

and comforting totems, 

and reassuring talismans, and 

I still cannot trust the police, 

I’m paranoid about The Program, I doubt the 
definitions of a Sane, Productive Society, 

I distrust E Pluribus Unum, 

and I spit on NASA, blasting billions and billions 
and billions of tax bucks into the void, and 
saying, “I’m sorry,” which means the same as: 


‘Fuck you, we still get a big fat paycheck on Friday,” 


and I hate having a sorry-assed President, 

and the heartlessness of America makes me puke, 
and man, it’s been a rough day 

for me 

today. 
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“I despise my government, I loathe political corruption, 


I hate the stinging razors of greed — 


oh yeah, and I don’t trust The President...” 


Poor Leonard's 
Almanack 


Quotations and Original Thoughts 
by Leonard Roy Frank 
Street Spirit May 1999 


VERSE and the UNIVERSE 


1. If can stop one Heart from breaking 
I shall not live in vain. 
If I can ease one Life the Aching © 
Or cool one Pain 
Or help one fainting Robin 
=|Jnto-his Nest again | 
I shall not live in ‘Vain. 
EMILY DICKINSON (American poet), “If I can stop one Heart from 
breaking” (complete poem), app. 1864 
2. Folks, I’m telling you, 
birthingishard — 
and dying is mean — 
so get yourself 
a little loving 
in between. 
LANGS TON HUGHES (American poet), “Advice” (complete poem), 
1946, The Collected Poems of Langston Hughes, edited by Arnold 
Rampersad and David Roessel, 1994 
3. Poets, descend 
to the street of the world once more 
And open your minds & eyes 
with the old visual delight, 
Clear your throat and speak up, 
Poetry is dead, long live poetry 
with terrible eyes and buffalo strength. 
Don’t wait for the Revolution 
or it’Il happen without you. 
LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI (American poet), “Populist Manifesto 
(For Poets, With Love),” The Populist Manifestos, 1981 
4. Give all to love; 
Obey thy heart; 
Friends, kindred, days, 
Estate, good-fame, 
Plans, credit and the Muse — 


| Nothing refuse. 
RALPH WALDO EMERSON Give All to Love,” Poems, 1847 


5. We shall not cease from exploration 
And the end of all our exploring 
Will be to arrive where we started 


And know the place for the first time. 
T. S. ELIOT (English poet), “Little Gidding,” Four Quartets, 1943 


6. I shall be telling this with a sigh 

Somewhere ages and ages hence: 

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I — 

I took the one less traveled by, 

And that has made all the difference. 

ROBERT FROST (American poet), “The Road Not Taken” (closing 
lines), Mountain Interval, 1916 

7. Noble souls, through dust and heat, 

Rise from disaster and defeat 


The stronger. 
HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW (American poet), “The 
Sifting of Peter,’ Ultima Thule, 1880 
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BESIEGED 


by Carolyn S. Scarr 


‘Being mad 
I gather baubles about me” 
uselessly. 


In my lap 

my guitar lies silent. 
Amber wood gleams 
in the invading sunset. 
My throat tightens 

at no one’s approach 
song long gone 

even speech is stifled. 


“White jade and 

an orange pitcher” 

on the wall paintings hang 
in ever darker sequence. _ 
Brush dry, 

easel folded in the corner. 


I have locked everyone out. 
‘All this time” 
I can hear 
“death beating the door in” | a 
rope in hand. | | 
after Edna St. Vincent Millay 


8. By the time we got to Woodstock 

We were half a million strong, 

And everywhere was song and celebration, 

And I dreamed I saw the bombers ~ 

Riding shotgun in the sky, 

Turning into butterflies 

Above our nation. 

JONI MITCHELL (American songwriter), “Woodstock,” 1969 


9. There is only one way to achieve happiness 
on this terrestrial ball, 
And that is to have either a clear conscience, 
or none at all. 


OGDEN NASH (American poet), “Interoffice Memorandum,” /’m a 
Stranger Here Myself, 1938 


10. Sir, I admit your gen’ral Rule 
That every Poet is a Fool: 


_| But you yourself may Serve to show it” 
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' That every Foo! is not'a Poet:”’ 


ALEXANDER POPE (English poet), “Epigram from the French,” 1732 


11. In the darkness with a a bundle of grief 
the people march. 
In the night, and overhead a shovel of stars for eee 
the people march: © 
ie “Where to? what next?” 
CARL SANDBURG (American writer), The People, Yes, 1936 


12. Juliet: My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 

The more I have, for both are infinite. 
SHAKESPEARE (English playwright), Romeo and Juliet, 1594 


13. Sail forth — steer for the deep waters only, 
Reckless O soul, exploring, I with thee, and thou with me, 
For we are bound where mariner has not yet dared to go, 
And we will risk the ship, ourselves and all. 

WALT WHITMAN (American poet), “Passage to India,” 1871, 
Leaves of Grass, 1855-1892 

14. Oh, Lord of the Universe 

I will sing Thee a song. 

Where canst Thou be found, 

And where canst Thou not be found? 

Where I pass — there art Thou. 

Where I remain — there, too, Thou art. 

Thou, Thou, and only Thou. 

Doth it go well — ‘tis thanks to Thee. 

Doth it go ill — ah, ‘tis also thanks to Thee 

Thou art, Thou hast been, and Thou wilt be. 

Thou didst reign, Thou reignest, and Thou wilt reign. 
Thine is Heaven, Thine is Earth. 

Thou fillest the high regions, 

And Thou fillest the low regions.’ 

Wheresoever I turn, Thou, oh Thou, art there. 


ANONYMOUS, from an Eastern European ghetto, 1943, reprinted in | ie 
Joseph Campbell, The Hero with a Thousand Faces, 1949 


15. Every moment of every day, - 
To do our best in every way. 


16. “While the lamp holds out to burn, 
the worst.of sinners may return.” 
None among us has the right 

to place a soul beyond its light. 


The title of this column derives from Beane Franklin's Poor 

Richard's Almanack. Leonard Roy Frank has just published 

Random House Webster's Quotationary, now available at a 
bookstores in the Bay Area. 


| by Will Walker 


| by, Julia Vinograd 


| because he has nothing else to look at 


| have you ever tried to comfort god? 


“Alas; 
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contented 
by Eric Robertson 


the happiest moment I’ve had in the past two weeks 
came in my apartment before fixing dinner 

just after dusk when i heard the last late car 
for dinner leave the city. 

it was quiet for a few moments 

then the slower evening traffic began. 

its more gentle ebb and flow. 

in those moments everything seemed right. 
i felt thankful for my kitchen with the light on. 
my cat was asleep on the floor. 

the studio seemed neither too small or too large. 
the idea of watching television 

even held a certain charm. 

no one yelled up from the sidewalk. 

no tires squealed or horns blew. 

the city and everything 

seemed right for a moment 

and as such a peace will sometimes do 

it continued on into the next 

and held me contented. 


Housewarming 


I wish you a place 

to sit in silence 

with the sun in your arms, 
the day flowing 

gently as a friendly brook 
through your living room, 
kitchen, and out 

into the yard, where the 
occasional joy 

of wren, or sparrow, or 
even a noisy jay 

lifts your eyes toward 

the dappled trees— 

and your heart breathes 
easily, | 

as a moment’s breeze 
stirs a thought 

in the leaves 


CENSORSHIP 


There are words that blind 

because they are so beautiful. 

There are words that kill 

because they are so holy. 

We spend a lifetime unfit to speak them? :; = — 

and speak them anyway because there is no choice. 
Words fly out of our bleeding mouths | 


to the sun... 


’ 


| on mutilated wings 


and their song is never quite the song 

that kept us awake, ashamed to hear the tides 
so completely possessed by moonlight, 

each wave arching its back 

and the little sigh of satisfied foam. 

Ashamed to feel god looking at the world 


and never sleeps. 
His silent face staring thru windowpanes 
of all those faded furnished rooms; 


We are censored enough by what we cannot say. 
We are censored by the fall of Babel, 

by the confusion of tongues. 

Oh, let us confuse our tongues in a kiss. 

There is a language where the letters 

are our fingerprints, 

can we translate them into speech? 

We are censored by the fall of Icarus. 

We are censored by the fall of man. 

We are censored by the fall of almond 

blossoms in the first wind. 

We are censored by falling in love 

when the rest of the world is erased and 

we need a language that’s never been used before. 
We pull out the aching muscles of our pens. 

The bones of paper are so brittle to hold up the world, 
they snap and crumble and we crumble the paper 
and throw it away and throw ourselves after it. 
Typewriter keys are children in kindergarten 
who always raise their hands 

and never know the answer. 

We are censored enough from above. 

Only from above. By what we can’t say 

yet. 

By what we still must learn. 

But because our wings fail, 

should we cut off our feet? 

Words don’t exist so clothes 

can talk to each other, 

words are to climb. 

We need more, not less. 

It will take every nakedness of body and spirit, 


Art by Gino Alvarez 


as the flesh becomes word, 
as the word becomes flesh 
to add one burning feather 
to Icarus’s wings, 


STREET SPIRIT - 


to add one burning feather 
to Icarus’s wings, 
to fly a little closer 


every energy of skin and sweat 


to fly a little closer to the sun. 
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Horizon I 
by Janice King | 
Horizon, an octagon from where you turn in place as 


Air touches mountains, waters, desert, buildings 
as clouds form, changeable, unchangeable 


| as you breathe into your chest, Spirit. Spirit is breath. 


Above the Horizon blue oxygen the same at any point, 2am 
from another place be assumed the same. = 


Horizon II 


Horizon circular, seen on all sides, Sky a dome, half a 

sphere. Night borders day, dawn comes pure 

Days, even bright, I resolve in grays, graze only toward 

food and increase. Day’s end is a release, kind to these 

‘used eyes. Nightly, I enjoy black and draw delight into 

secret heart. Body throbs, reacting still to day’s near 

pointless exercise. Head won’t sleep, arms lonely. A blue = 
bottle of blue Tylenol PM, I wonder. I wonder what God [722 
wrought in this room with its horizon of four corners. = 2&-<' 
shrink my horizons but somehow they expand. 


Follow the Diamond Lane 
by Lynda Cobden . 


We will build bridges, pathways to the present 
and create new toolsforthefuture. = | 
East and West, North and South meet 

at the bridge. When the path is narrow and ~ 
jagged and winding, a bridge will fill the gap. 


Even if shadowy fog surrounds us we can meet 
at the bridge and join together to seek clarity. 
The light rises and shines over the bridge. 


We pass over rippling waters under the bridge. 
Let us meet at the banks of the bridge and 
follow the path into the millennium. 


Palm Prints 
by Janice King 


plump palm prints of sunlight 

pigeons are trailing Louis the XIV gowns 

a pinch of cornbread, a pinch of popcorn 

among the recycled waste on the grounds. 


the sun’s palms grasp the city, the tremulous weather 
pushes to be invited in. people in painful appraisal 

or practical praise or pouring assent, the streets 

the plazas — pleasing even in pain. 


CHECK AT THE BEGINNING OF THE MonTH 
by Julia Vinograd 3 


My check just came. I’li buy the crown jewels 
and get that psychotic pigeon that keeps trying 
to fly thru my windowpane 
to build a nest in the royal crown. 
Speckled eggs on red velvet. 
Pll buy family jewels 
that don’t have any families. 
Vil buy the jewel buried in a magical frog’s skull 
| but I won’t turn him into a handsome prince. 
My check just came, 
I'll go to a French restaurant and order frog legs 
and watch the waiter’s legs . 
and never have to wait 
because my check just came. 
Yes, I’ll pay my debts or I won’t be able to borrow 
at the end of this month that will never end 
except it will. I know. 
And eventually bills, but not now. 
My check just came, here’s a fire hose 
to play with in the tub ga 
along with your yellow rubber ducky. 
They had lots more, they had another one 
right next to it and I filled it up with pennies. 
Spraying pennies on a fire. Pretty. 
I'll buy a moose head and make you hang your ties 
from the antlers, if you ever buy ties. 
You better not. 
I'll buy a politician for a fountain statue. 
He’Il stand on a marble pedestal in the center, 
spouting, and water spouts will drown out his voice 
and children will splash around him. . 
My check just came. 
It’s not very much. 
T’ll buy us a box of winter strawberries. 
We'll pull down the blinds, 
roll strawberries in sugar left over from last month, 
and feed them to each other, eyes closed. 
A day peeling off the check. A night. 
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Poets on the Creative Process Bc 


Art by Christa Occhiogrosso 


Ms. Levertov, R. I. tae 
by Will Walker 


“One is in despair over the current manifestation” 

of malevolent imbecility and the seemingly invin- 

cible power of rapacity, yet finds oneself writing 

a poem about the trout lilies in the spring 
woods.” — New and Selected Essays 


| Barbara on the | 
Streets ‘ 
by Claire J. Baker 


Something beautiful 
happened to Barbara 

long ago 

but she had no words 

to express beauty 

through pain 

so she slowly forgot 

layering the pearl she was 

| not allowed to hold. 

Now her eyes reveal 

another pearl can be rounded 
| into a full moon, luminous, 
joyful to express. 

Through heartache and grime 
i she asks herself, Is it 

too late? 


Ms. Levertov, please forgive, I’ve never seen 
trout lilies in the spnng woods. Yet I see them 
blossom with a passion both delicate 

and brief, see them express the joy of sunlight 
sprouting from the earth, feel them flaine 

as fiercely as a kiss. Next to these, 
imbecility and rapacity lower 

as perennial volunteers in our soil. 

It’s the lilies we’re most likely to overlook. 
Thank you, then, for lavishing your passionate 
intelligence on the lilies as well as the weeds. 
Your poems, well lived, shine fierce 

as the kiss of trout lilies in the spnng woods. 


Hopefully 
by Nancy Muldoon 


Stones, Thrones & Sabers 
by Robert Stevens 


Writing i is the skillful 
use of words, 
like stones, 
| to build the temples 
| which house our thoughts 
and souls. 
| With written words 
earthly powers command the world .. 
from the thrones 
we wrote into existence, 
while the words of The Almighty ae 
are written forever, 
the universe signed 
with the brushstroke of The Master. 
Our words, themselves, remain unchanged 
et nihil sub sole. novum, 
but we alone hold the prerogative 
to write words that love, 
words that harm, 
words of angels, and the curses 
of the darkest demons 
of hell. 


Using the word hopefully is 
Suspect of bad writing because 
It is so transparent of the author’s 
Self doubt and wishful thinking 


I often use the word “hopefully” : 
For lack of a'better word 
It is also a good conversation stopper 


“Hopefully” could perhaps become 
a theme song for the weak and timid 


But as I grow aware of the true 
Meaning of the word 

I can only feel its 

Positive effect 


In essence 
It means 
Full of hope 


I suppose every 
Underdog 
Understands its poetic meaning 


PHOTOGRAPHS 


OF THE SOUL 3a 
by Will Walker 


It’s a breezy mention 
in the morning news, 
almost a squib of dream 


- tising like steam 


from this morning’s coffee— 
a jumbled afterthought 


sandwiched between the tons 


an ant could lift as a man 
and the derivation 

of the word “berserk”... 
The thing first sought 

to x-ray was the soul. 

Just that much: 

no names or dates, 

no notes on what 

they thought to x-ray next, 
no feelings, no mention 

of faith, no story 

of the deep divide — 

the vast, still silence 

then being born 

between the mind of science 
and the body of faith... 
Just enough 

to set the eyes adrift 

off of the paper’s edge, 

to hatch a heartfelt stare 
and fill the lungs 

with a moment’s 

longing thought. 

How would they look, 
these photographs? 

What moment of the soul 
might we expect to catch? © 
Might it notbe 

like the rainbow, so vibrant 
to the living eye, that 
disappears in my snapshot? 
I wonder long enough 

to turn my coffee cold  __ 
and open up my album 
meant for photographs 

of the soul. 


Not Sold in Any Store 


by Will Walker 
The self, an uncut diamond, 


waits patiently for the prospector, 


also the self, to climb 

the mountain, 

more of self, to overcome 
great obstacles, also the self, 
to. mine the gem and cut it, 


one facet.at a time, to reveal it 
more fully to its own infinity. 


oo 
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Art by Gino Alvarez 


Gino Alvarez, a iongtine Berkeley street 
artist, displays his fine art, books, and 
art cards at his table on Telegraph  __ 
Avenue in front of Amoeba Records. 


MAKING A POEM 
by Julia Vinograd 


First I need to unsay everything; 

put the words in a pile next to the poem 
not touching 

like a pile of stones. 


Not the lies, some of those a are all Het | 
But the filler.words::: if 


‘| like lettuce in a sindwich 


like styrofoam packing 

with too long a half-life and no life at all. 
I have to unsay them. 

I build with words I can break a tooth on 
like stones. Heavy. Rough. 

I need to unsay words that walked 

out of my mouth as other people. 

and pretended they didn’t know me, 
then dissolved into radio static 

and elevator Muzak 

and recorded voices telling me 

my message was important to them, 

I had a minute and a half after the ody 
My message is important. 

I don’t know what it is. 

I know how it starts. 

I gather stones 

to build a rose. A world. 


Welcome te the World of a Poet 


by Lynda Cobden 


When you see a free and joyful apie: 


‘unencumbered by the grinding aspects?of 
everyday life, you are in the company of a poet.» 


When you see people speaking with truth 


and passion and-energy while doing routine 
things, you are in the company of a poet. 


When you see a reservoir of joy in the midst 
of rain, when there is nary a smile in sight, a of: 
rejoice, you are in the company of a poet. ( meen Oat Gee is 


The world is full of wonder and possibilities 
at age 8 or 80. There is so much to explore 


and record on blank pages. 


Insights bond like atoms and others see their, 
‘world in a new light. 
Welcome to the world of a poet. 
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JESUS CHRIST LIBERATOR 


Robert Lentz writes that his icon depicts Christ’s solidarity 
with the African people of the world. He wears garments of 


Icon by Robert Leniz 


_ African colors: the burnt orange of the Maasai and the 


white of the Saharan peoples. Christ has suffered in the 
Black members of His Mystical Body for centuries — slav- 
ery, exploitation, prejudice, racial violence. His Bible is 
opened to Matthew 25: “Whatsoever you did to the least of 
my sisters and brothers you did to me.”’ This text reminds us 
that Christ identified with the poor and oppressed of the 
world. The lives of the saints abound with stories about 
how Christ appeared as a beggar or a sick person in need. 
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CAPTIVE DAUGHTER OF ZION Icon by Robert Lentz 
Robert Lentz writes: “For centuries, Christians seldom 
have accepted the fact that Mary was a Jew. If Mary had 
lived in Nazi Germany she would have been thrown into 
a concentration camp with other members of her race. 
Jewish Mary is the archetype of the Christian church, a 
church that stood by silently while her people were exter- 
minated. This icon is an act of repentance for Christian 
indifference, then and now. Mary wears a large yellow 
Star of David with the word” Jew” on her left shoulder. 
The Nazis forced all Jews to wear this badge. We must 
never again stand by in silence.as anti-Semitism grows.” 


‘Life h me not change 
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a report on 
recent sightings 


by Randy Fingland 
the Mother Mary 


is making simultaneous — 


appearances everywhere 
in city streets; 


|a thin apparition — ol 
lintheshadowsof 
ladeepdoorwell ss s—t™s 
|to shelter Her child’s face 
|from a bitter wind 
| before continuing on 
jin search of tonight’ s 
cardboard-lined manger 


my tongue Ai ‘ tiled 
like a lump of silt = : 
inmy throat. 


Thoughts flit 


_ Hallc in tongues cs 
like sparrows : 


Brief Thoughts 
iby Robert Stevens 


\ | cannot dwell too long on these symbols: 
| i twelve stones plucked 

from the bed of a fast-moving stream, 

j |and a primitive leather sling. 


| These things compose a symbiotic 
| weapon | 

|to simply defeat a Goliath 

|of my own manufacture. 


I cannot dwell too deeply 

‘on these principles: _ 
| Honor, Sacrifice, and 
Spirituality, — 
|because to over-contemplate _! Subscribe to Street Spirit! 

oy |a strong, stark, ingrained truth 
'would dilute its effectiv ness as much 
|as honing a blade past | its keenness. 


: ; Street Spirit is published by the American Friends Service Committee. 
Homeless vendors receive 50 papers a ‘day. for free, earn steady income, and edu- 
! cate the community about homeless issues. We accept no advertising so as to 

| maintain editorial independence. We need your support to meet our printing costs. 
Please donate or subscribe and help us remain an independent voice for justice! 


I won't pray too much — 
for myself,seeking _ 

! extensions of my earthly time 
and a brevity of my sorrow 

(I have earned my sorrow), 

any more than 

I would add more wine to the cup 
which is already full, 
iand once empty, 

eternal. 


| © Tenclose $25 for one year's subscription. 
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